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… Let us now fulfill the promise we made above that we would relate the conditions of this miserable wretch,
who is guilty of many sins and shortcomings, the author of this ijaza. So I say:
I was born in the year 1107.\fn{1695-96} My brother, Shaykh Muhammad—may God prolong his presence—
was born in 1112 in the village of Mahuz, for our father was residing there in order to attend the lessons of his
teacher Shaykh Sulayman, who has been mentioned above. I was about five years old then and in that year the
battle between the Huwala and ‘Utub tribes took place. The ‘Utub had been causing great havoc in Bahrain and
the ruler\fn{The Safavid Shah Sultan Husayn} could do nothing to stop them. So the Shaykh al-Islam, Shaykh Muhammad ibn ‘Abd Allah ibn Majid, wrote to the Huwala entreating them to oppose the ‘Utlib.
A large force from the Huwala tribe came and there was a great battle. The land was ravaged right up to the
fortress, affecting everyone, notables and commoners, until God finally caused the ‘Utlib to be defeated. My
father—may God have mercy on him—wrote some verses describing and dating this battle, but I only remember
the last line, which includes the date and reads as follows:
The year of the battle of the tormented tribe
is “they scattered it”: so reckon the sum.\fn{1700-01}

I was raised in the lap of my grandfather, the late Shaykh Ibrahim—may God bless his soul. He was involved
in pearling and the pearl trade. He was noble, pious, generous, and merciful, and would spend all of his income on
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his guests, relatives, and petitioners. He neither hoarded nor jealously guarded anything from others. Since my
father had not had any sons before me, my grandfather took me in and raised me. He had a teacher come to the
house to teach me the Qur’an, and he himself taught me how to write. His script and that of my father were extremely fine and beautiful.
After this, I attended the lessons of my father—may God bless his soul—but at the time I had no great desire to
study for I was still overcome by the ignorance of youth.
Under my father’s supervision I read Drops of Dew,\fn{A work on basic Arabic syntax, by Hisham al-Ansari (d.1360)}
most of The Son of the Versifier,\fn{An intermediate commentary on Arabic syntax, by his son, Badr al-Din (d.1287) } most of
al-Nizam on morphology,\fn{Al Nizam al-Nisaburi (d.c.1310)} and the beginning of al-Qutbi\fn{On logic (Qutb al-Din alRazi, d.1365)} until the Kharijites\fn{The Omani Ya’riba dynasty} came to seize the land of Bahrain.\fn{ Known to
contemporary European sources as the “Muscat Arabs,” the dynasty (1624-1749) ruled from their capital at Rustag in Oman } The earth
shook and everything came to a standstill while preparations were made to do battle with these vile men.
The first year they came to seize it they returned disappointed, for they were unable to do so. Nor were they
able to succeed the second time a year later, despite the help they received from all of the Bedouin and outlaws.
The third time, however, they were able to surround Bahrain by controlling the sea, for Bahrain is an island.
In this way they eventually weakened its inhabitants and then took it by force. It was a horrific battle and a
terrible catastrophe, for all the killing, plunder, pillage, and bloodshed that took place.
After the Kharijites had conquered it and granted the inhabitants safe passage, the people—especially the
notables—fled to al-Qatif and other regions. Among them was my father—God have mercy upon him—
accompanied by his dependents\fn{ I.e., his wives} and children, who traveled with them to al-Qatif. But he left me
in Bahrain in the house we owned in al-Shakhura because some chests filled with bundles of our possessions,
including books, gold coins, and clothes, were hidden there.
He had taken a large portion of our possessions up to the fortress in which everyone had planned to take refuge
when we were besieged, but he had left some behind in the house, stored in hiding places. Everything in the
fortress was lost after the Kharijites took it by force, and we all left the fortress with nothing but the clothes on our
backs. So when my father left for al-Qatif, I remained in Bahrain; he had ordered me to gather whatever books
remained in the fortress and save them from the hands of the Kharijites.
I did manage to save a number of books that I found there along with some that were left in the house, which I
sent to him a few at a time. These years passed in an utter lack of prosperity.
I then traveled to al-Qatif to visit my father and stayed there two or three months, but my father grew fed up
with sitting in al-Qatif because of the large number of dependents he had with him, the miserable conditions, and
his lack of money, so he grew determined to return to Bahrain even though it was in the hands of the Kharijites.
Fate, however, intervened between him and his plans, for the Persian army, along with a large number of
Bedouins, arrived at that time to liberate Bahrain from the hands of the Kharijites. We followed the events closely
and waited to see the outcome of these disasters; eventually the wheel of fortune turned against the Persians, they
were all killed, and Bahrain was burned. Our house in the village was among those burned.
My father’s anguish—may God have mercy on him—increased further with this. He had spent a considerable
sum to have it built and its loss was the death of him. He fell ill and the illness lasted for two months. He died on
the date mentioned above.\fn{January 14, 1719, at the age of forty-seven } When death approached, he summoned me and
said,
“I will never forgive you if you should ever sit down to eat even once without your brothers and sisters around
you.”
This was because my siblings were from other mothers and most of them were small children whose mothers
had died and who had no one else to turn to. I had no choice but to allow myself to be saddled with dependents
and the burden of all these siblings, both the smaller ones and the older ones.\fn{ The author would have been about 24
years old at this time}
I stayed thus in al-Qatif for about two years after the death of my father—may God have mercy on him—
studying with Shaykh Husayn al-Mahuzi, mentioned above. Under him I read some of al-Qutbi and a great deal
from the beginning of the Old Commentary on al-Tajrid.
During this time, I was traveling back and forth to Bahrain in order to take care of the date palms we owned
there and gather the harvest, then returning to al-Qatif to study. [This continued] until Bahrain was taken from the
hands of the Kharijites by treaty, after a great sum had been paid to their commander, because of the Persian
king’s weakness and impotence, and his empire’s decline through bad administration.
I returned to Bahrain and stayed there five or six years engaged in my studies both in group lessons and
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individually with our peerless, most accomplished professor Shaykh Ahmad ibn ‘Abd Allah al-Biladi, who is
mentioned above, and then, after his death, with Shaykh ‘Abd Allah ibn ‘Ali. During that period I traveled to
perform the pilgrimage to God’s Sacred House, and I gained the honor of visiting the Prophet Muhammad and his
noble descendants—may the blessings of God the Omniscient Ruler be upon them.
I then traveled to al-Qatif again to study the traditions of the Imams in detail with our professor, Shaykh
Husayn mentioned above, since he had remained in al-Qatif and had not returned to Bahrain with the others. I
studied with him, reading some of the Tahdhib and checking for errors with the texts of other students. Then I
returned to Bahrain and matters grew very difficult for me as a result of the many debts I incurred which burdened
and worried me because of my numerous dependents and my general lack of funds.
It then happened that Bahrain was ruined by the Huwala Bedouin who conquered it and became its rulers—for
reasons it would take too long to explain—after the Afghanis had conquered the kingdom of the Shah Sultan
Husayn\fn{Ruled 1694-1722} and killed him.
I fled to Iran and stayed for a while in Kirman. I then came back as far as Shiraz, and God—glory be to Him—
granted us success and blessings, and caused the heart of its governor at that time, Mirza Muhammad Taqiyy, who
subsequently rose in rank until he became Taqiyy Khan, to have sympathy for us. He was most noble and
generous toward us—may God reward him generously.
I stayed for a while in the protection of his rule, teaching in his college of law and serving as the Friday prayer
leader for the town. During that time I wrote a number of treatises and many responsa to legal questions. I was
free to study until the storms of time, which allow neither rest nor rest themselves, swept through the region,
shattered its society, scattered its inhabitants, plundered its wealth, and dishonored its women.\fn{ Probably a
reference to the unsuccessful rebellion of 1744 led by Taqiyy Khan against Nadir Shah; al-Bahrani reports that the author was Friday prayer
leader in Shiraz when Nadir Shah, whom he describes as an oppressive tyrant, took the throne in 1735 } Time wreaked havoc with its

conditions, and I left that region to go to a village, settling in the township of Fasa, after I had sent my dependents
back to Bahrain.
I then acquired new dependents\fn{He married} in that village and stayed there engaged in study. I wrote the
book al-Hada’iq al-nadira\fn{The Priceless Gardens} up to the chapter on ablutions there, while at the same time
engaging in farming to earn a living and to avoid becoming indebted to others. The administrator in charge of the
region, Mirza Muhammad ‘Ali—may God have mercy on him—was extremely friendly toward me, very attentive
and generous. He did not impose any land tax on me during my stay.
[This continued] until the town was struck by fateful events which scattered its inhabitants to other regions and
killed its administrator, Mirza Muhammad ‘Ali. The book I just mentioned remained untouched and the spiders of
forgetfulness spun their webs over it. The disasters that befell me because of this destruction caused most of my
books and a great deal of my property to be lost.
I fled to al-Istihbanat and remained there, striving to recover from bitter times and awaiting the opportunity to
travel to the High Threshholds\fn{ I.e., the Shi’ite shrines of Iraq } and to settle in the vicinity of the Imams descended
from the Prophet, until God—glory be to Him—granted me success in drinking the nectar from this cup.
I went to Iraq and stayed in Karbala the Blessed—may God the Exalted bless him who is buried there, his
forebears and his descendants—intending to stay until my death, without regret for what I had lost after having
gained the honor of arriving there and patiently to endure the easy and difficult times brought on by fate, as has
been said:
Your nearness is my wealth, despite a lack of riches,
and your distance my poverty, despite abundant wealth.

the majority group in Shia Islam. [citation needed] Shia refers to a group of Muslims who believe that the succession to
Muhammad must remain in his family for specific members who are designated by a divine appointment.
God—glory be to Him—granted, through His extreme generosity and all-encompassing bounty, and His
continual gifts to His sinning, wrongdoing servant, the opening of the doors of providence toward every horizon,
and—praise be to God—I became well-to-do and without worries.
I engaged in research, teaching, and writing, and began to finish my book al-Hada’iq al-Nadira mentioned
above. The volumes which I have already completed are the section on ritual purity, in two volumes, the section
on prayer, in two volumes, the section on alms and the section on fasting, in one volume, and the section on
pilgrimage, in one volume.
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Praise and glory be to God! No book like this has ever been written among the Twelver Shi’ites,\fn{ The majority
group of Shia Islam, who believe that the succession to Muhammad must remain in his family for specific members who are designated by
a divine appointment (as W says):H } nor has anyone written anything of its kind, for it contains all the scriptural texts
related to each legal question, all the opinions of earlier scholars, and all of the subsidiary issues relating to each
question except those I may have overlooked inadvertently. This method is followed in the parts I wrote in
Karbala, but the first part, which I wrote in Iran, though it presents the legal questions fully and provides the
necessary evidence, does not include all of the hadith, though it mentions them collectively, and the same may be
said for the opinions of earlier scholars.
On the whole, our aim is that the reader not need to consult any other traditions or works of legal derivation.
Therefore, it has become a large work, as extensive as a sea filled with elegant pearls. …
1820
124.9 1. In The Recesses Of Memory 2. Questioning: Two Very Short Stories\fn{by Fawziya Rashid (1954- )}
Muharraq, Muharraq Island, Bahrain (F) 2
1
His swollen face frightened her. She paid no attention to what his glances concealed. She was about to flee like
a leaf tossed by the wind.
“He’ll beat me. He’s no different from other men!”
When she heard him call out to her, she approached him cautiously. She had come to know him well by now.
The last time he had given her money with which she had bought a piece of delicious candy.
“Come closer.”
She extended her hand, and as soon as he touched her finger, the coin came to rest at the bottom of her palm.
She rushed off, filled with happiness. She knew exactly what to do with this coin. She wouldn’t tell her mother.
She would hide whatever she bought so that no one would know.
She quickened her step as she neared her house, and her naïve eyes became more confused and frightened.
In front of her door, a middle-aged woman grabbed her and slapped her cruelly. She remained standing,
shrunken between the woman’s hands, like a terrified cat in the claws of a dog. Then she burst into tears.
“This crazy girl!”
The mother spoke to her husband, fixing him with a piercing stare.
“She’ll bring shame on us!”
The girl bowed her head, and a dreadful fear of something unknown gripped her.
*
She found her doll, which was her only toy. One of them—she didn’t remember who—had given it to her. She
stretched out in the small space between the door and the dirty piece of furniture. She usually paid little attention
to what people said, especially her mother. But this time, she became aware of something she had not heard
before.
They’re talking about me! she thought.
She also noticed her mother’s angry gesticulations as she yelled at her father, who stood there like a dry datepalm tree without roots or leaves.
“Don’t you see that her breasts have started to develop? We have no other solution. It’s too good an
opportunity to miss.”
Her father made no reply.
“Why are you as silent as a stone? You’re not going to spend a penny of your own money. The man will take
care of everything.”
She felt disappointed as she hugged her silent doll. Why didn’t it speak? If only her mother would hush up so
that she could hear her little doll. Suddenly, quick as the whistle of the wind, she rushed out of the house, without
looking back.
“Come back, crazy girl …”
*
She stared at his face in astonishment as he gestured to her with another coin, which he held between his
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fingers.
“Come closer to me. Don’t be afraid.”
Silent, she huddled in the shade of one of the walls after she had fled from him. She was seized with a sudden
desire to weep.
“Beware of men! All of them are wild beasts.”
He beckoned to her. She watched him in alarm as she began to rise to her feet.
“I want my mother.”
He grabbed her by the shoulder, touched her, and felt her breasts. They were small and budding, like wild
mushrooms after a rainy season. He tried to put his arms around her. An obscure sensation crept into her body.
Finally she slipped from his grasp. He stood bewildered for a moment, then tried to chase her.
“This crazy girl. How wonderful her body is!”
She went to her room, but she could still hear her parents talking. She wept, and then asked for a piece of
candy. Her mother, cursing angrily, gave it to her.
*
Strange figures were surrounding her … besieging her … tightening their grip around her neck … One of them
kicked her in the belly … She screamed in pain … She awoke frightened from her dream.
Her parents were cleaving together when she entered their room. They rose startled, raining curses around
them.
“Come closer, crazy girl. What on earth has happened to you?”
Suddenly she stared at her legs in dismay. Her mother, too, stared in astonishment. Blood was trickling down
between her thighs.
“We must rush the matter, man. Don’t you see?”
Her fear intensified when her father shook her violently.
“You are forbidden to go outside the house from now on. Is that understood?”
And he slapped her hard across the face.
*
She didn’t understand.
The broad face gazed at her body, then approached her, and even touched her.
She wanted to scream.
How could her mother see her standing near this man and not rebuke her? Instead, she urged her,
“Move closer to him, sweetie. This man loves you. He’ll give you candy and money. You’ll get a real flesh and
blood doll!”
Her frightened glances settled on his face again.
And the sound of her weeping suddenly rang in her own ears.
*
The street was empty. She was running to an unknown place, fleeing far away. He said,
“I’ll give you money and candy. No one will beat you again.”
She had come to know him well by now. The last time he had given her a coin and …
But he was no different from all the other men. He would not stop beating her.
The street raced faster under her heavy steps. He was just like all the other men. Didn’t her mother say so
herself?
She swept the street with her eyes, sensing that someone was following her. She was out of breath, tired,
running far away to an unknown place.
And her face gradually vanished on the road.
2
At that moment, on a night long ago …
A sea of ghostly, dust-covered faces turned toward you. Your mother’s face was behind the door. Her lips were
calling up a spirit that was said to be of an older sister of yours, one whom you never saw again after that night.
All eyes were ablaze. She was asleep. In the dark of night, the wrinkled hand wanted to take advantage of her
drowsiness, which seemed to melt her into the bed.
Between you and her small face was now the distance of a dream, or the distance of wakefulness, or woods
inhabited by creatures from an unknown region.
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They dragged her as she moaned in fear. Her extreme drowsiness made her collapse between their hands.
Behind the closed door, you heard a man’s voice, like your father’s, saying to her in disappointment mingled with
anger:
“Speak up. Who is he?”
Her voice sounded choked with fear, and she made no reply. Then another voice broke the gloomy silence. You
listened reluctantly, wishing you could deliver her from the people who besieged her behind the door. With a
trembling voice, your sister uttered a name. You heard the name, and your alertness heightened.
“I didn’t do anything. I was playing with him,” she said feebly.
“He is a boy, and you are a girl.”
*
On that rainy night, they gathered around the samovar. No one dared to ask where she was. However, later you
heard muffled sobbing and disjointed words coming from the circle of women assembled in the courtyard of the
house.
“She was young … The boy deceived her … Honor and the family …”
All you knew was that she had disappeared forever.
*
You are secretly peeking into the women’ public bathhouse. There are indistinct bodies emanating steam. It’s a
dream or something like a dream. What has brought these women here? Your wide open eyes turn around
searching, but you can’t find her. However, you hear a whispered conversation in the evening before you go to
sleep. You’ve been told a lot of things about women, but you are constantly haunted by the crooked furrows in the
faces of those who snatched the sleep away from your little sister’s eyes.
Now you see nothing but nakedness moving in the steam, women swaying with desire, and the figure of a
housewife chasing after you. You had stolen into her house at random, and were shocked by her lewdness, so you
turned and fled as fast as you could.
You’ve seen plenty of things in your neighbors’ houses and behind fences belonging to men who veil the faces
of soft-skinned women.
And now you remember that girl who was several years older than you. At times you burst into an anguished
cry, and at other times you wish you could grab hold of those who had hurt her and cut off the arteries pulsating in
their groins.
Why did they make her vanish into the night? Why can you no longer hear her chatting and playing in the
shade of the old tree in that thick forest?
*
You remained alone in the house. You and your parents. They were getting older, while you were approaching
the age of overwhelming virility.
Sometimes you saw them together without understanding the meaning of those flirtations. He would approach
her after removing the clothes from the lower part of his body, while she seemed tired or annoyed, until the
moment came when she drifted into his ecstasy in silence. You later learned that this was part of the very nature of
life, and that a woman should not give herself easily even to the master of her house.
Neither of them suspected that you were not yet asleep. Why, then, had they banished that little girl for a
similar act?
The virtuous woman does not accept the flirtations of love even if she does not know the significance of such
intimacies.
Where had she vanished? Years later, you were told that she was afflicted with a critical fever that took her life
on a rainy night.
Which land was it that the little soul had passionately loved and into which she had vanished on that rainy
night? The wound caused by her departure had not healed. It was said that the litter of genies on springtime
evenings assumed the form of stars, which the little girls frolicked with after vanishing from earth into heaven. It
was said that she was there among the girls, playing with the outpouring stars and blazing lights.
She was in a different world, one that was devoid of sadness and filled with unimaginable happiness.
It was also said that there was always someone who departed to the bliss of heaven as long as happiness on
earth was incomplete.
What puzzled you for a long time was that she was summarily condemned to oblivion for a common, everyday
act in which all people engage secretly.
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The Al Fateh Grand Mosque (completed in 1988), Juffair Town, Manama, Capitol Governorate, Bahrain.
Below: The Gudaibiya Mosque, Manama, Capitol Governorate, Bahrain

7

The Ali Kanoo Mosque, Al Hidd, Southern Governorate, Bahrain

The Shaikih Isa Bin Saolman Al KIhalifa Grand Mosque, Diyar Al Muharraq, Muharraq Governorate,
Bahrain
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The Sar Mosque, Northern Governorate, Bahrain
▲
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